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When You Get Drunk I'll Be The Wine 


Author's Notes: 
M/m fluff 


"So do you want to go relax in your room?" 


Richie pours Jon some more white wine. He has to admit the romantic setting is getting to him. They're sitting 
next to a fireplace, for god's sake. Richie wants nothing more than to drag Jon to bed and have his way with 
him. He thinks that this weekend trip to a vineyard is one of his best ideas ever. 


"You could convince me to do that, | think." Jon smiles playfully, yet he makes no move to get up. 


"Have another drink" Richie brushes his lips against Jon's neck and rubs his thigh. He knows all the places to 
touch Jon to help convince him. The back of his neck, the small of his back, anywhere around the waist is good. 
When he touches the skin below his ear, Jon shivers. Also running his fingers through Jon's hair is always 
good. 


Jon keeps drinking his wine like a good boy. He closes his eyes and tilts his head toward Richie. "I wouldn't object 
to kissing if you want to." 


Richie kisses Jon lightly on the lips. 


Jon moves his hand to Richie's hair. "Oh Richie, your kisses are so nice." Jon takes another drink of wine. "You 


can kiss me again" 


Richie kisses him a little more deeply this time, whimpering softly. Jon's mouth tastes like wine. Richie wonders 
if he could get drunk from kissing Jon. He's sure willing to try. 


Jon wraps an arm around Richie's neck. The wine is really relaxing him. "You can take me to my room now," Jon 
decides. 


Richie takes Jon's empty wineglass out of his hand and puts it down on the table. Jon stands up and grabs onto 
Richie. As they make their way toward their rooms, Jon takes Richie's hand in his. "Richie," he sighs 
affectionately, resting his head on Riche's shoulder as he opens the door to his room. "What do you want to do 
now?" Jon closes the door. 


Richie locks it and dims the lights. "You," he whispers softly, leaning in to kiss the blonde gently. 


"Oh, Richie," Jon sighs. They lean into each other, Richie winding his fingers into Jon's soft blonde hair as Jon 


wraps his arms around Richie's waist. They make their way toward the big luxurious bed. 


Richie moves Jon to sitting on the bed. Jon pulls his shirt up and it gets stuck on his chin "Help me, Rich," he 
pleads. 


Richie rolls his eyes and pulls Jon's shirt off his head and arms. "You're silly. If you want me to undress you, 
all you have to do is ask." 


Jon laughs at that. "Damn. You figured me out" 
Richie smiles and says, "Do you want your pants off, too?" 
"Sure," Jon exhales, his upper half falling back down to the bed. 


Richie unbuttons and unzips Jon's pants and pulls them off. He can't help staring at Jon's beautiful body; he 


wants him so badly. He runs his hands up Jon's bare legs and quickly becomes aroused in every way. 
| think- | want you, Rich," Jon sighs. 


Richie finishes taking his own clothes off and joins Jon on the bed, his heart pounding. "I was hoping." He rests a 
hand on Jon's toned stomach. 


Jon lifts his head. "How about some more of that kissing?" He squeezes Richie's arm. 


Richie pulls Jon to him and into a deep kiss. It's fantastic. Pleasure surging through his body, he moves to run 


his tongue over Jon's chest and down his stomach. 


"Oh, that's so nice. Your kisses are so nice." Jon presses his head back into the pillow. Richie dips his tongue in 
and out of Jon's bellybutton while running his hands up and down his sides. Jon clutches Richie's shoulders, 


trying to pull him back up to the head of the bed. "My lips miss you," he sighs. 


Richie looks up and growls softly. He slides back up Jon's body, making sure to touch him everywhere he can 
They grab each other's necks and pull together for a hot, passionate kiss that leaves them both gasping for 


air. 


‘Oh, Richie." Jon gasps as Richie starts massaging his cock Richie has become an expert on how many drinks to 
give Jon, so many that his clothes easily come off but so few that he can still get it up. Richie can feel Jon's 
erection growing as he nibbles on his ear lobe. He has gotten it right again. Jon starts to thrust into Richie's 


touch as his pleasure becomes more intense. 


Richie moves to straddle Jon's hips. He pushes forward, causing Jon to moan into his mouth. Their kiss deepens 
as their hips and cocks rub together sensually. "Oh Jonny," Richie groans. Richie keeps this up for a while, 
enjoying the electricity that's sparking from his crotch and sizzling throughout his body. 


After getting the lube off the nightstand, Richie slicks up Jon's erection and then reaches back and fingers his 


own entrance to prepare himself for Jon's cock. He can't wait to feel Jon up inside him. He's so ready. 


He leans back down to kiss Jon again. He raises his hips up and guides Jon's hard and ready cock into him. Jon 
places his warm hands on his lover's tense thighs as Richie lowers himself down and gasps loudly. "Oh god" He 
starts riding Jon slowly. "You feel so good" 


They keep kissing while Richie fervently continues the exquisite rocking motion he knows will bring Jon to his 
ultimate release. Everything about sex with Jon is unbelievably fantastic. "Jesus, Rich." He looks down at his 


beautiful excited lover. "This is heaven," Jon moans. 


After several more long and deep thrusts, Jon's hips jerk and Richie feels his hot wet cum rush inside him. He 
loves this feeling so much. His breath hitches and his eyes close. 


That is it for Richie also. He holds Jon's waist and loses his mind as his own orgasm shudders through his 
body. Before he can catch it in his hand, his cum spurts all over Jon's stomach and chest. "Oh fuck," he says 
softly. He keeps grinding into Jon for several moments, savoring the feeling of having Jon inside him a little 
longer before dismounting and getting off the bed. He quickly goes to the bathroom to retrieve a damp 
washcloth. 


Jon is half asleep when Richie returns to wipe his cum off of him. He cleans Jon up and pulls the blanket over 
him. He startles when he notices that Jon's eyes are open and he's looking at him. This is usually the time Jon 
falls asleep and Richie goes to his own room and masturbates, fantasizing about the sex they just had. 

Jon smiles. "Are you tucking me in?" 


Richie blushes and looks back at him with loving eyes. "Yes, | am," he whispers. 


Jon sighs happily. "You're sweet, Richie." He rolls over onto his side and touches the bed beside him. "Sleep next 


to me, baby. 

Richie's stomach flips. Jon has never asked Richie to sleep next to him. "Okay," he gulps. He eases himself down 
next to Jon and stretches out. He takes a deep breath; he still hads't fully recovered from the amazing sex 
they just had. 


Jon moves closer to Richie and puts his arm around his waist. "I feel so good. So relaxed." 


Of course youre relaxed, Richie thinks. We just had amazing sex! "That's good" Richie revels in the feel of Jon's 


touch. 


Jon moves his hand to Richie's neck and gazes into his eyes. "I love you," Jon says softly. He leans down and 


kisses Richie softly on the lips. 
"I know. | love you, too." 


Jon kisses Richie again. Richie puts his arms around him and moves closer. He kisses Jon's neck and shoulder. 


He looks back at Jon's face and realizes that he's fallen asleep. Sighing happily, he nuzzles his face in Jon's neck 
Richie is still buzzing from the lovemaking. His aroused dick reminds him that his normal routine is to 
masturbate afterwards. So he does as quietly as he can with Jon's arm still around his waist. [ts super 
exciting touching himself in this way with Jon lying next to him. With images of the incredible sex they just 
had at the front of Richie's thoughts, he breathes in Jon's hair, comes quickly then promptly falls asleep. 
Awhile later, Richie wakes up again feeling a poke in his side. 

"Wake up, Richie," Jon whispers loudly. 

Richie looks at him. "What is it?" 


"Whose bed is this?" 


Richie blinks. "Yours." 


"Then why are you in it?" Jon wrinkles his forehead. 

"You invited me." 

"| did?" 

"Yes." 

Jon pauses. "Okay," he sighs, turns over and goes back to sleep. 


Richie rolls over, slightly relieved. That went better than he thought it would. He goes back to sleep too. 


